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pull of the desire: his wanderings became a circle,
of which the banian-trees were the centre. He tried
to go back to his hut, where he felt that there was
safety for him, and found himself walking in the
opposite direction. Darkness began to settle over
the jungle, and the life, which awakes only in its
darkness, began to stir. Voices mocked him from
the canopy of leaves above him; dim forms move4
among the shadows of the trees. Suddenly a blind
terror came upon him, and he began to run through
the dense jungle. The boughs of the trees lashed
him as he ran down the narrow tracks; the thorns
tore him like spurs. He lost all sense of direction;
vague shapes seemed to follow him in the darkness;
enormous forms broke away from the track before
him, to crash away among the undergrowth and
trees. The throbbing of his heart and throat became
unendurable, but still his one idea was to run. As
he ran the jungle suddenly became thinner; the
thorny undergrowth had given way to more open
spaces. Even here it was very dark. He stumbled
against the knotted root of a tree; a long, straight,
swinging bough struck him in the face; a wild,
derisive yell came from above. The blood seemed
to rise'and drown his eyes: he felt about vaguely
with his hands. He recognised the root-like, stringy